* The Death of Ya^atbingyan *
bed; the ten days had been to her both paradise and
hell. She had given her heart rein; it was agony and
bliss. As she knelt, he began to speak. He had worn the
mask all his life, but with the approach of death it be-
gan to slip. Besides, with her he had never bothered.

CI have been very ambitious/ he said, more to him-
self than to her. "When I guessed that my old chief,
King Usana, was fated to die after a short reign, I was
not altogether displeased, for I hoped to be master of
the kingdom under his successor. These last two wars
would have made me that, but though victorious I have
been taken in the rear by another enemy. So I lie here.
But if I must die/ he went on, speaking now directly to
her, 'I am happier to die in this small house than in my
residence at Pagan. One learns a little on the threshold
of death. I know your grief has more value than would
have my family's lamentations. I should be lonelier
there than in the warmth of your heart/

He paused and then, in a voice gender than she had
ever heard, said: 'Don't cry for me overmuch. You
have been a good girl. Marry that clerk of mine who
came down this time. He's a rising fellow, I know he
admires you. And take this ring for your dowry. It's
worth enough to set you both up.'

With that he seemed to drift away. She continued to
kneel. The others had crowded in at the door. They all
waited; perhaps he would speak again. After what
seemed a long time, he opened his eyes very wide and,
looking round abruptly, said: "Bar the north!' They
had no clue to his meaning, but their thoughts were
distracted at once by a deep sigh. It was his last breath.

When the girl knew that he had gone, she rose to her
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